The George Sand-              I

folly, between you and me.   Where should liberty exist if not              j

in passion?                                                                                              i

Well! no, in my day we didn't take such vows and we loved!              |

and swaggeringly.   But all participated in a great eclecticism              \

and when one strayed -from ladles it was from pride, in defiance              j
of one's self, and for effect.   In short, we were Red Romantics,

perfectly ridiculous to be sure, but in full bloom.    The little              j

good which remains to me comes from that epoch,                                    [

XXXV.    To GUSTAVE FLAUBEBT                                    j

i
Palaiseau, 30 November, 1866                  \

There would be a good deal to say on all that, my comrade.
My Cascaret, that is to say, the fiance in question, keeps him-
self for his fiancee. She said to him, "Let us wait till you have
accomplished certain definite work," and he works. She said
to him, "Let us keep ourselves pure for each other," and he              j

keeps himself pure.    It is not that he is choked by Catholic             J

spiritualism; but he has a high ideal of love, and why counsel             j

him to go and lose it when his conscience and his honor depend
on keeping it?                                                                                        j

There is^an equilibrium which Nature, our ruler, herself puts
in our instincts, and she sets the limit to our appetites. Great
natures are not the most robust. We are not developed in
all our senses by a very logical education. We are compressed
in every way, and we thrust out our roots and branches when
and how we can. Great artists are often weak also, and many
are impotent. Some too strong in desire are quickly exhausted.
In general I think that we have too intense joys and sorrows,
we who work with our brains. The laborer who works his land
and his wife hard by day and night is not a forceful nature.
His brain is very feeble. - You say to develop one's self in every
direction? Come, not all at the same time, not without rest.
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